28                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
*1 am very gkd to see you here, Skala," I said heartily.
Skala beamed at me.
"No hard feelings?" he asked
"None whatever," I answered "Let bygones be bygones "
With the help of Skala and a few other men, we soon carried nineteen sacks, about a hundred pounds each, to the power-station buildings A Home Army patrol stopped us a couple of blocks away.
*Tfour password?"
"Wilno," I answered. "I am bringing a few civilians with me, with provisions for your unit"
"All right," a young voice answered in the dark "You may go This sector is all clear."
The officer in command of the power station came forward with an extended hand I used to know him well socially, never suspecting he was in the Home Army, too
"Fancy seeing you here," he chortled.
"Fancy seeing you? I laughed back "On the receiving end, too. We brought you some supplies, vegetables, sugar, fats and flour."
"That's good. We have plenty of canned goods, thoughtfully stored here by the former occupants, but none of your delicacies."
"How many prisoners have you taken here?" I ventured.
"About a hundred Germans and some forty Ukrainians. We have put them to work ahready. No doubt you have electricity in your sector."
Tn perfect order," I replied, grinning with satisfaction* Throughout the years of German occupation we were famished with electricity only for three hours a day
It appeared that our official policy was to treat the members of the regular German Army as prisoners of war, according to the Geneva Convention, to shoot on the spot the Gestapo-men and SS-men, and to hand over